SOME LETTERS OF
thing, and win the facile applause, you have a bad taste in the mouth to think that any jigster'a trick would have won you the same magnificent triumph. I sigh, like the ancient worthy, for a stern friend, one who will not be gulled by any thimble-rig sophistry, who will puncture with sweet skepticism my little soap-bubble eloquences, and by so doing give me heart to try and be wise. I recognize of course that the wish is a weak one, that I ought to be my own detective, gendarme, judge, and hangman; and I have made some flabby efforts to execute these functions upon myself, but so far with indifferent success. Do you think a wife would do any good? I have cast appalled glances at that ultimate rigor of self-discipline, but my eyes have been blest by no reassuring light. Something I must have to key life up, to give it musical pitch and the knit coherence of music. If I were free I could get all that out of my little gift and great passion for the poet's craft, but hampered as I am by intellectual drudgery that is only one burden more, and adds the last note of poignancy to the tedium of the days. I have lately thought with envy amounting
to wickedness of D-----'s complete service of the
thing that seems to him real under the sun: if he
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